VI                      THE   SPIRIT   OF   INDIA
Ganges or In the shadow of some voiceless Dravidian temple
on a slumberous Indian afternoon is to come near to things that
are among the purest and tenderest of all human aspirations.
During the twelve odd years I have spent in the East I have
never ceased to be enchanted not alone by her differences from
the West, but also by a golden splendour in her spirit. India,
indeed, has a preciousness which a materialistic age is in danger
of missing. Some day the fragrance of her thought will win
the hearts of men. This grim chase after our own tails which
marks the present age cannot continue for ever. The future
contains a new human urge towards the real beauty and holi/
ness of life* When it comes India will be searched by loving
eyes and defended by knightly hands.
This work tries to give as much general knowledge about
great Eastern Empire as possible, but I hope I have sue/
ceeded also in suggesting the rich, deep ecstasy which envelopes
the Westerner in contact with a land of so unique a character
that a whole literature would be required to give her a song
worthy of her grace and majesty.
I have deliberately omitted Buddhism from my review of
Indian religions because it no longer has a following among
the Aryan race, although deeply respected in Burma, China,
Ceylon, etc.
W.J.G.